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I. 

O QUIET-BOSOMED lake, and silent hills 

Whereon the sunset dies in rapturous hues ! 
O sudden scents, and chirp of hidden rills ! 

Spirit of Eve, that woos the soul to muse, 
To breathe more deep ! Why is it that to-night 

A trouble stirs me, a vague sense of woe 

Rising in mountain fastnesses ? While there 
A woman idly stands, whose eyes are bright. 

Gazing where boys are running to and fro ; 
Their shouts float mellowed on the opal air. 
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11. 

Is this the beauty most akin to tears ? 

It heaves within and troubles me — this sense 
Of thankfulness transcending space and years, 

And I so small in its magnificence ! 
I feel the touch of elemental powers, 

The shiver thro* when night gives place to day ; 

Man rises from the depths, and knows not why, 
By bitter paths and dark, to where the flowers 

Bloom, and he breathes, yet in his ears the cry 
Rings still of all that perished on the way. 



III. 

And thou,' dear country, my souFs motherland ! 

£v*n thou hast borne the splendour and the shame 
That lives in me to-night — the throttling hand 

Of Hate, the scourge, the mute dishonoured name. 
Thine was the groping *mid the cavemed gloom 

To that far light for whose dear sake thy best 
Perished like autumn leaves, when many a home 
Sent forth its noblest sons to wed the tomb, 

Glad if their blood might heal her mightieisbreast 
Whose love and anguish once gave birth to Rome. 
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IV. 

Thus thro* the winter lay the darkling se^d . - 

Nourished in tears and blood, patience and pain ; 
But summer brought the harvest of our need^ 

Him of the iron will and mighty brain 
Who steered the vessel over perilous seas ; 
And him the poet whose prophetic breath 
Filled with new life the frame nigh cold in death ; 

Last, the knight-errant, him in whom there shone 
The healthful spirit of Rome which like a breeze 

Blew keen across the years to waft us on. 



V. 



V. 

Not his a master mind set to devise 

And, in the brain's dark smithies, forge a sword 
Of magic power ; nor seeing afar the prize. 

Scheme in stern silence to fulfil his word 
Of promise. Nay the Earth's majestic calm 

Haply he knew too little. Vast, he looms. 
Unschooled, impulsive, loving, incomplete ; 

And, as a torrent bom 'mid glacier glooms. 
His way is marked by terror and by charm, 

Rapture of life and death seen strangely sweet. 
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VI. 

O lion-heart ! thou art not far away ! 

Still thro' the battle's din we hear thy call, 
Still see thy foce flushed splendid in the firay. 

Ah ! comrades, shall we fear or doubt at all 
With such a spirit to lead us ? Can we fail ? 

Do not our souls rush forth to him who stands 
Beautiful as the morning and as free ? 

Does it not thrill to clasp him by the hands. 
Whose words within us stir a mighty gale 

And make our strength as boundless as the 



VII. 

Lo, we are with you, master, we the band 

Of poets, lovers, workers, low and high. 
Hard fighters all, great-hearted, deft of hand ; 

Our souls are tuned to yours, and sweet the sky 
And fair the sea whereon we sail to-day. 

" Muskets and guns are wanting "—-what care we, 
Whose weapons are our hearts that blaze and burn. 

Whose presence is the pledge of victory. 
Who smile at death — can death's weak barrier stay 
The flood that sweeps us on immense and stern ? 
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vm. 

So with our Chief we stormed the stubborn hills, 

Then swooped like eagles from their hidden heights 
On bright Palermo. How the memory thrills 

Of those Sicilian days, those mystic nights. 
When 'neath the stars we marched along the dim 

Grey mountain-track, until with brains aglow 
Scarce men we seemed, but spirits of dew and fire ! 
And morning brought his cool twilight with him 

Till the sun struck the city spr^d below 
And filled us, body and soul, with fierce desire. 



IX- 

Often I love to live again in thought 

Those fiery days of hope, when each new hour 
Rose rainbow-hued, with myriad meanings fraught 

Of life's deep joy and the soul's quenchless power. 
Old dreams across my waking fancy .flow ; 

'Tis night, and from a balcony above 
Our Chief speakS;to the crowd of Italy. 
Doth he exhale his own divinity ? 
O sea of human faoes, could ye know ^ 

Your wondrous beauty, lit with strength and love ! 
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And the scene fades to where thro* twilight's glow 

We climb, and see the full moon top the pines 
Above Curinga, while the plain below 

Yields to the arms which Night around her twines. 
No men await us here, but soon a throng 

Of boys and women floods the cobbled street, 
Kissing us wildly ; torches break the night ; 

We kiss and laugh ; ah ! *tis the way to greet ! 
And the Chief changes hats with one among 

The crowd, which shouts and cheers in vast delight. 



XL 

Thus passed he whereso'er his purpose called ; 

His presence shed an atmosphere of ti^ht, 
Romance and beauty ; fears that once appalled 

He showed were seeds of Hope ; he was the bright 
Sun which the clouds could screen but never hide ; 

In him the old gods seemed to live again, 
Brilliant and beautiful and proud and free ; 
His was the spirit of knight-errantry, 
Fresh as the dew which stars the country-side 

At dawn, and as the morning pure and sane. 
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XII. 

Yet as the fairest thiogs are perilous, 

As mountain-holiness may quickly change 
To icy winds and darkness ravenous, 

Beauty be swallowed up and storm-fiends range 
Ruthless, till peace, clear-eyed, return again, 

So could his wrath run madly out of hand, 
His words be terrible as blighting rain ; 

Yet for his love's sake are these days forgot. 
His bitter words, as tbo' they bad been not, 

Melt, like a little cloud of desert sand. 



XIII. 
For all his strength lay in his perfect heart, 
God's fairest gift to win the hearts of all ; 
His love was like a woman's, void of art 

And skill, but heavenly strong to bind and thrall 
To its sweet rightfulness, unproved, but known 
Too deep for doubt. He but remained a child 
With boyish soul wide open to receive 
Beauty and joy, be one with those that grieve 
Or laugh, and, as men love the sweetly wild. 
They loved his fragrance of a field unmown. 
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XIV. 
Ev'n as his spirit was his body's form 

la changing grace — his face a quivering sea, 
Mobile and swift, lit by wild lights of storm, 
. Or calm with evening's deep serenity ; 
And swift and beautiful his motions were. 

So that men turned to watch him passing by, 
Feeling some unseen virtue to be there 

Which made the sunshine and the air more sweet. 
And so went happier, with lighter feet, 
Glad in their union with the earth and sky. 

XV. 
And he who swayed the multitudes could sail 

Back to his farmer's life upon the isle 
Where suns had tann'd him, and keen winds made hale, 

In far-off boyish days ; and he would smile 
At great rewards and honours profTer^d, 

Knowing full well that these things lie within, 
And loving best that life in the open air 
That breeds fair men and women ; and he fed 
His soul on Trust and Laughter, the first kin 
Of God, and felt His presence everywhere. 
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XVI. 

Thus ever in his heart a skylark sang, 

And looking back he saw his work well done — 
Battles for right with which the whole world rang, 

The patH to Rome ! — and often thought of one 
Whose love had shared with him life's bli^s and pain. 

And all its wild adventures starry-eyed 
In lands beyond the seas, and Italy; 

And dreaming of his country and his bride. 
His life, once torrent, reached the sunlit plain 

And smoothly flowed towards the broadening sea. 

XVII. 

Death called him not till many a stricken land 

Had known his look, his touch, his word of power, 
Felt his strange magic spell and beckoning hand. 

Drunk of his spirit as a drooping flower 
Drinks in the rain. So now fresh flowers we bring 
Unto his grave, lilies and dafibdils 
Cooled by the streams that gush among the hills, 

Nor deem his spirit sleeps but as the Earth 
Dreaming her snowdrop dream, until the Spring 

Kisses her, wakes her, fills her soul with mirth. 
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